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of life. The only noises to greet her jarred her nerves,
that were already taut to breaking point. Two coolies,
lying flat on their backs in the courtyard below, were
snoring fortissimo, with mouths wide open, while a
danyj- squatting on his heels at the end of the veranda,
bid fair to drown the snores with his sniffs, that succeeded
each other with clockwork regularity. Hastily, Olga
withdrew and closed the windows to shut out these
sounds. She made no more effort to occupy herself but
lay down under the electric punka and dozed. At about
five o'clock she arose with a splitting headache. She
wondered why Lakshmi had not returned. Had Durrant's
servant accompanied his master? Had the ayah gone
into the jungle in pursuit of him ?
An hour later Lakshmi appeared, footsore and pers-
piring. She told Olga that, after making many inquiries
in the bazaar, she had eventually found Durrant's " boy "
drunk and asleep, in a toddy shop. When the ayah had
succeeded in rousing him, she plied him with questions
and had elicited the information that, on the previous
day, he had packed his master's trunks and dispatched
them to Kotibagh Station. Durrant had not told the
servant his destination, nor when he would return, but
had paid the "boy" three months' wages in lieu of
notice.
That was all the news that Lakshmi had been able to
glean, and with it Olga, perforce, had to be content.
While she had been struggling in the Raja's embrace, her
lover had sped away from her like a thief in the night.
Olga was frenzied at the thought of Durrant's treachery,
and her wounded vanity sharpened her wits. She
recalled the night of her return from the Grey Pagoda,
and the conversation she had overheard through the
closed door leading from her sitting-room to the
Maharaja's suite. What were the words ? What had
Durrant said ? What had been the Raja's reply ? Like
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